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Paper and pen and ink, and there I asked him,
Whom he would have his heir ? Corvino. Who
Should be executor? Corvino. And,
To any question he was silent to,
I still interpreted the nods he made.
Through weakness, for consent; and sent home the
others, Nothing bequeathed them, but to cry and curse.
Cow. Oh, my dear Mosca I [They embrace.] Does he not perceive us?
Mos. No more than a blind harper. He knows no man, No face of friend, nor name of any servant, Who 'twas that fed him last, or gave him drink: Not those he hath begotten, or brought up, Can he remember.
Cow. Has he children?
Mos. Bastards,
Some dozen, or more, that he begot on beggars, Gipsies, and Jews, and blackmoors, when he was
drunk.
Knew you not that, sir ? *Tis the common fable. The dwarf, the fool, the eunuch, are all his; He's the true father of his family, In all, save me: but he has given them nothing.
Cow. That's well, that's well. Art sure he does not hear us?
Mos. Sure, sir ? Why, look you, credit your own sense.
[Shouts in Vol*s ear*
The pox approach, and add to your diseases, If it would send you hence the sooner, sir, For your incontinence, it hath deserved it Throughly, and throughly, and the plague to boot. You may come near, sir. Would you would once close Those filthy eyes of yours, that flow with slime, Like two frog-pits; and those same hanging cheeks, Covered with hide instead of skin - nay, help, sir -That look like frozen dish-clouts set on end!